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'' But do you mean there might be eight officers in
one small village ? "

"More. There might be two B.S.M. and two F.S.S.
officers/'

" Quite apart from representatives of any really
secret organization ? "

"Oh, yes!"

" No wonder there's trouble."

" Eight different colours," he said, " and it may take
you several days to get them, but you'll learn your way
about Damascus. Cheerio.''

During those next few days I muttered angrily to
myself as I trudged from shop to shop. Soon I began
to vary the shape of my approach in French and Arabic
to relieve the monotony. "Have you any pins?"
"Do you keep coloured pins?" "I need pins with
coloured tops." "My aunt has a passion for blue
pins." " My little brother requires green pins," and so
on. But I can now perceive his wisdom. For I learned
the streets of Damascus, the nature of its merchandise
and the kindness of its shopkeepers.

After the ordeal by pins I was made to undergo
the trial of being presented each day to an officer in the
French Delegation, beginning the first day with the
aspirant, and ending with the climax of General Collet.

I was looking through some old lists when I hap-
pened to see that I had been made a Captain.

"Technically," Myers said, smiling, "you should
now be presented to each officer in the Delegation all
over again, but I'll let you off."

"Your next job," said Myers, "will be to get our
file of criminals into some sort of order.''

I spent the next week trying to match the photograph
of one scrofulous wretch with another. Turning through